That script was again read aloud by me, but generally
after further correction by John, and so the stages would
move on to re-typing, to further readings and further
correction until the result satisfied her and reached the goal
of the 'publisher's copy*, which she insisted should be
spotless and practically without corrections.
I have known a chapter worked on for weeks on end. I
have often read one aloud a score of times and I learned to
read so closely to punctuation that she knew by my timing
whether she had put down a semi-colon or a comma.
Never can any writer have taken more patient pains than
did this erstwhile idle apprentice.
There was immense interest for me in my share of her
labours, as I would find myself always the first to read and
to hail the beautiful prose which was later to delight so
many; to follow the intricate weaving of those large tapes-
tries upon which she preferred to work.
There was also need for the exercise of tact and for the
not infrequent acting of a drama which was essential to her
processes. After a day or night spent like Jacob, wrestling
with the angel of her own uninspired obstinacy, she would
hand me the resulting manuscript with an excellent simula-
tion of self-confidence and command me to read it aloud.
This I would solemnly proceed to do with the best imitation
I could produce of approval and appreciation. But in spite
of my efforts there would be a growing flatness in my voice
that infuriatingly confirmed her own infallible judgment;
and having been asked whether I was tired and told that I
was reading abominably and sometimes informed that my
ineptitude was ruining the beauty of what I read, the manu-
script would be snatched from my hands and torn to shreds
or tihrown. into the fire. Physically and mentally exhausted,
black depression would overwhelm hen She had seen the